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ADVICE TO COMIC READERS FOR 



BAD SKANS*% 



By SSottu iMei 



1. Only accept 
/^g^h Marble River Scans. 

Like Frankenstein #12. 
52 files + this nfo. 






2. Crestwood Publishing, 
March-April, 1947! 



3. Art by 
Dick Briefer 




4. Oh Marble, 
Your 're scans are 
so BIG and 
colorful!! j3k 




5. ...and they're 

Guaranteed Not 

Fresh! 



Mar.-Apr 





FRANKENSTEIN it nuhlishtd bi-momlily h, Cimwnxi PuhlistiiiiK I 

HS*t ",-"" ^°" om ™ M iiilirfo," IT?? May^l. IMC, BndWtt* AM 
J*4I b» CttMwood rufcli.iiBH Co., la. , MARCH Al'ML, W«, VoL 1, 1 



THE WHOLE UiOELD IS f 
PiLLWS UP wrrH 

WATER A>JD VtoU'C 
EEADikJ' A BOOK!, 
WHAT IS IT? 



Y'VCUOW, WOOBV-I TH1MK I'MSOIUS TO 
GO AUD MEET PEG O j AM WART. I POUWD 
HEP, ADDBESS InI THE PAPER, SHE'S 
PEOBABLV A HOME uy OLD SA © IF SME" _, 
WP-tTES STUFF Llt^E THS- 
JUST EIGHT f 




BRlU© BACK SOME FRO© LEGS. I LOW= 
TO EAT THEM AMD X HAVEN'T HAD 
AUy FOR MOMTHS.y ffl j y 




LOOK AT THAT! CAkl'T EVEW <5ET A DElMK 
OF WATER.. BUSS, FISH, EELS-EVERyTHlWS 

GOMES OUT OF THIS FAUCET SlUCE > 

THE FLOODS CAAE. 






Thc<£ WAS ALWAyg SOWS NOSE CC 
F2Dt\ THAT HILL Dui^iMG YHE 2AINS. 
A FACTOEy. OPSONE tfSJD.-AND TH=2E 
ASEN'T ASJy PACTCElES PJ2 \\ILES. 



(JOW, A\V FCIEWDS, I'LL HAVE TIME TO 
TALK TO VOU. YES-THIS g HPVj UP ALL 
BE VERY FAMILIAR. TO VOU, 
P^S O'AMHART. 




1 



OF COURSE I DO. >OU EVEWTUAUV 
WOULD HAVE ESiDED UP t-IEEE, FAOWG 
THE MATEElALlZATiO 1 -* OF ONE OF YOUE 
PEAS. Y6U MAY EEMEMBEE THAT WHAT 
?OU SEE HEEE WAS ,M OsJE OF YOUE, 
BOOKS, 




yes.' yfis! kiow i know' a\v book 

'FEOOS FLOS THE EABTH.*.. N WHICH 
FZOSS TOOk; OVEE EVSBYTHING-' 
BUT.. WHO.-WHAT- AGE YOU?? 




JUST WALDO, >t>U£ OLD BOY PZIBND 
>©U TUCMEO DOWNJ FOUE YEAE5 ASO. 
AMD JJST BY- FOLLOWING YOUR 
FOSMULA OF THOUSASJDS OF 
IWFUSlONS OF =RO© BLOOD, 
I BECAME PACT ceo©/ 




r-^ 



OFCOU£se,THE BAIN MACWlNB 
WAS MVOWSJ lOEA.TO-ANOEEOW. 

DEOWM THE WOELD, AMD THE 
FBO<35 WILL EULE. -A WO YOU, 
PES HfltL BEMyQUEEhjM 





m$$0 




I MUST SET UWOER THE SHOWER 
TO WASH ITOPP.'.' 




NO USE! THE SHOWER DID NOOOOD/ > 
AMD LOOK AT /WE 5 THE MOLD IS ALL , 
OVER ME WOW! Ow! WHAT , 
HAVE r 












FCAWKEMSTEIkl, AS fiAK/OB OP THIS OTV I 
UQGE >OJ TO COPS WITH THIS MEMACE. 
VOU SEEM TO KkJOW SOMETHlUG ABOUT 
THESE MQggBLE PEOPLE.^y 



EeTw^^SA^eTsT&N^^^E^OOPS^ 
I UUDECSTA^O YOU'CE Tpyi SJg TQ SET ^ 
PlD OF THEVCuD' - 

HELP you 



LET ME IWTGOOUCE yoU TO AV WIPE. 
AS yoO SEE, SHE 15 SOMEWHAT AVQLDy 
HEB AKOUTH IS PILLED WITH MOLD AMD — 
SHE CAU'T TALK,; \ 




MOW LET ME SHOW VCW A\y EOUIR*ENT ^ 
FOR COWQUEEW& THE PlAsUE. HERE SA 
SPCAYIW© AKbC^UE X HAVE BUILT. IMTO THE 
COUTAIWER. GOES THE MASC STUFF— . 




,.AMEEIGA& RAlOCITE SOAP — *0f(V£. 
EEMEmBER™' De*V Off EVEK/THN&f' 
' — ; — 7- LET ME SHOW VfcxJ. 




UWJ WALLV WOOPS, VOU HAVE QUITE A -*i. 
LOT OF EXPLA-NIMG TO Do! WHY DlDVOU 
LET ME SUFFER. THIS IOUG, VOO CUR.''? 
HERE I WAS.. UNABLE TO TALK--VDU WOCM' 
AUD ALL THIS TIME- VATATA YATAU 









VOU FOOLS' >OU IDIOTS' YOJ BECXP. AV 
\WikJGOWJ 1 THAT'S TriSEE HLKJDEED ' 
OLLW3S" OtWH!!J 




'HAT'S MOT THE MOLD VOU CODE" 
HAT'S J"UST a WAX DLWMV THAT 
MELTED IsiT^cSUM.' EVEW OUMMIE5 

(feJTr MADE Or CHEAP STLJPF -j 

WOWADAVS. , -M / S 



3 



ney v MOLD''' come ou out anjd) 

F©HT! COME OU VELLOW BELlV" 








A* +IA W 





'y ' ^>£H 
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l«r 



p -^t ~P IsseH 1 1 




#AH£> 

thine 





WE W.WAYS PLGHT.-AMp 5hiE LOVES <T. 

rSrt,UEH--5i-lE HAS QUITE AM l/UA&M 

ATOM -CLAIM'S A LUMiMOUS HAMD 

IS HAUWTlf*J5-_ THIS MOOSE AMD 

CAUSING 

PEATH. J W'V WHAT MAPPEMED 




"^ 



THey ALL FELL out OF the back: 

WINDOW DOWN THE CLIFF AMD WEBS 
KILLED. II5MA CLAIMS THE 'HAUO" 
CAUSED IT ALL. WHEW DAD DIED IN j 
TlIAT SAWMILL ACCIDENT MIS HAND ^ 
CAME OFF. THAT'S THE HAND IPA\A 
THINKS SHE SEES AT NISHT. PAY 
WO ATTENTION ..IT'S ALL 
3UPEBSTITOU5 FIDDLE-FADDLE 



TELL ME, WHY DID 
BBZvONE CALL 
bOUB FATHER 
»PAUCAKE 
CHARLIE 



WELL. HIS MA*E WAS 
CHAELIE, ' 

~ " PAMCAKES 





45UMH- ME CAN HELP«E'.!! HE'S ~ 

bis amd sreone. he'u be able to 

LPT UP DAD'S CHBST Of SOLD?! . 




AEE ItU SOIHB TO SET ] 
ME THE SATTEEIES? 
yDU SEE, I'M IMTHE, 
AOI/EETlSl US- 
BUSINESS AUD- 



CEETAIML-/ 
COWE1DTHE 
CELLAE 
WITH ME. 




1 WEVEE HAD SO AlUCH 

^TBOUBLE OETllMS TOD 

^LITTLE BATTEBES.' 




AH^SesitiSMJCT IT UP 1 

it's *v tzunk;.- WITH 
CLOTHES, EECOBpS, 




BROADWAY EXPRESS 

By JAY ALEXANDER 



HIS NAM!-, was A1 Kaymond. An. I he 
dreamed that some 'lay his name would 
shine in electric lights on movie house marquees. 

He w^ graduating in February from I'olytech 
High, but hi- hail l»-.-n liand leader of. the Melo- 
dians for two years. The Melodians' played at 
private parties for ffw. But their friends' dc-* 
dared it was sensatiouil the way the three 
Melodians extracted such exquisite musie out (if 
an nlrl banjo, a hairenmb with tissue paper over 
it. and a harmonica in ihe caressing mrjds of A) 
Raymond They could semi you'with rrfusic hot 
and hrassy, with Tommy Kvans thumpinc on the 
banjo like it was a drum in an'African jungle 
while Sic Hirshey and Al shrilled high notes 
.down the groove with their haircomb and har- 
monica. 

Or if you craved a dreamy waltz the Melodians 
ivrttld play it -oft' and low and float you out of 
ihis, world, tiulcissimo And this was just where 
A! Raymond believed he had the edge on a fel- 
low, named Spike Jones. Sure, Spike was good. ' 
but h< linked ihe Melodian versatility 

Bui he also lacke'd Al's seventeen-vcar-otd sis- 
ler. Marie, a determined red-head with ..freckles', 
a stage-struck pest. And as far as At was con- 
cerned. Spike Jones could have her... 

Marie was not only smarter than Al in school. 
She was graduating at the same linn and a cinch 
hi Ik- valedictorian. But she was a back-seat driver 
"> far as Al's band was concerned with such 
choice advice as. 



"Look. Al. school bands are a dime j 
If you want to gel into the big time, 
simply ,/nl lo have a press agent." 



you v 



"Hoi 



that t 



gain," said Al. "It 
lake* dough in get a press agent." 

"Vnil could hire nic," said Marie, sealing ht-r- 
-■lf mi ihe arm of his chair in the livingrooni 
al [mine. "J'd he your press agent for nothing." 

"And worth every cent of it, too," -aid Al. 

"And." persisted the [icstifcrnus Marie, "if you 
nud Toiinii- ,il id Sig were smart enough to insist 
that I mi«: • : ih yofcr band, you'd lie a smash hit 
overm'glil 

"Orj up uillyn!" wailed Al. "Can't you -ee 
I'm lioimig (i|i for my math exam? Want me lo 
Hunk-:-" , 



"Now here's what I'd do if I had a band as 
talented as yours," continued Marie, walking up 
anil down in deep thought. "I'd take it right down 
on Times Square during Christmas week and I'd 
play sweet yuletide music while my sister sang 
Christmas Carols." 

Al threw his book down -in disgust. "Yeah? 
And what do you think the police would be doing 
all that time. We'd all be thrown in the cooler. 
and you'd be the first to holler for Pop to pay 
your fine." 

At this assault, Marie retreated, but not much 
"I've got it," she said. "We could try it out first 
on the subway. It's a long ride from Coney 
Island to Times Square, and pass the hat. I bel 
we'd attract a lot of attention, and. , . ." 

"I bet you'd better get out of here You and 
your crazy Ideas!" yelled Al, throwing his book 
at her., "which she expertly dodged due to long 
practice. 
, But Mafic hadn't lived wilh red hair and frec- 

kles for seventeen years for nothing. And on. 
night during Ihe holidays found ihe Melodians on 
the subway bound for Times Square. Marie had 
1 finally najggcd At- wilh her dares into making one 
trip provided she passed the bal. 

Now if there i- anything noisier than the sub- 
ways and els of .\c\vVork il is a boiler factory 
trying In catch up on back ord. r-. It was a good- 
\ natured crowd on the (rain, but they were very 
much preoccupied with the "whal-ani-l-goiilg-to- 
get-and-what-ain-I-goinir-lo-give" spirit, and they 
paid scant attention to th- ihree amy youths wilh 
their even crazier musical instruments irying to 
compete with bedlam. 

it seemed like a complete w.,»hoUl b> the tune 
Ihe el went underground. Ami to make mailers 
even worst- for the Melodians, Ihe IffiHv Marie 
hadn't even shown up mi that thev .'mild place 
the blame where il properly belonged. 

"What a lousy trick '" thought Al, 

"If thai wasmv -.inter." shouted Tommy Evans 
lo Al.'i'd ■.panklhcdculout ..f her." , " 



, Al Ray,, 



his left and said, "Tell Tommy we'll give >m 
Holy Night now and then call it quits-" 

It was a very quiel Holy Nighl, barely heard 
above the roar of the train and the babble of 
gay voices, when suddenly another voice rose 
sweet and clear above the din And this high 
girlish soprano was accompanied by a vision of 
a lovely young woman coming slowty down the 
tide, from the adjoining train. Her red hair was 
piled high above her pale, beautiful face ; she'was , 
dressed all in shimmering white with the front 
of her mink coat thrown open wide. And around 
her slim throat she wore a plain band of gold 
and from out that throat ttjere welled unearthly 
music like the singing of the angels. Happy, yet 

Down the aisle slowly came Marie pouring out 
her heart, and a 'hush fell upon the babble of 
(he crowd. Even the clackety-claek of the train 
seemed subdued by the holiness of the moment 
dedicated to Holy Night. And as the last strains 
of the moving song died away, Marie smiled and 
bowed low first to the crowd and then to the 
Melodians. 

The - Melodians stared bug-eyed in awe at 
Marie, no longer a kid. but a lovely, gifned young 
woman. The crowd sat stunned and silent for a 
moment, then broke into wild applause, with 
whistling and gallery yells, which Marie quietly 
exploited by snatching his hat off her tfrother'j 
head and passing it around. 

By the time they reached Times Square the 
hat was heavy with coin and a few greenbacks. 
Elated at the turn in events, Al and his Melodians 
wanted to work the round trip. But to their dis- 
may Marie said to Al : 

"Look, you can have everything that's in the 
hat. I've got to dash now I've got a date And 



what 



. date 



Al yelled after her "You know you're not 
allowed out alone' And you'd better take care 
of Mom's mink or you'll get . " 

The rest of Al's warning was lost on Marie as 
the train pulled out and left her waving goodbye 
on the platform As soon as the train was out of 
sight. Marie walked over under a light and took a 
good look at the business card clutched in her 
hand She had snatched it from the hat, and 
jboyc the man's name was scrawled : "Can you 
unci me in my office at the Roxy in half an 
hour?" 

"Well," thought Marie, although her knees 
shook a little, "the Roxy is certainly a respoctabk- 
plaet-.'so why should I dodge my destiny?" 



The man was really very nice. Although he hac 
smiled on the train and now he was poker-faced 
"You have a fresh, appealing voice and a striking 
personality," he said. 

"Well, my brother would agree with you that 
I'm plenty fresh." she giggled. 

"Was that the one who played the harmonica 
and whose hat you snatched?" he asked. 

She nodded. 

"Howld you like to be a special added attrac- 
tion at the Roxy beginning tomorrow? Just the 
Roxy orchestra iind you, dressed like you are now 
all in white and. singing Holy Night?" 

Marie sallowed hard. She had to. for her 
heart was doing jump-ups. She appeared to hesi- ■ 
tate. 

"I have to know now," he said, "in order to 
catch tomorrow's papers." 

She swallowed again and, taking her nerve in 
both hands, told him the conditions of her ac- 
ceptance 

He looked at her now out of the corner of his 
eye and his voice was skeptical as he said, "Are 
vou sure this is yow first appearance in show- 
business 5 You sound like a pretty tough gal to 

She rose to take her leave. "I'm sorry, but 
' that's the way it'll have to be," she said, with a 
nervous little smile. 

"Okay. Be here tomorrow morning at nine for 
a rehearsal." 

The next morning she ate breakfast at seven 
Suddenly the air was split by the voice of her 
brother, Al, yelling something that sounded like, 
"Holy Cow ! Holy Cow !" over and over again 

When Marie arrived upstairs she found her 
mother and father already at Al's bedside, where 
with shaking finger he was pointing to something 
in the morning paper It was a Roxy ad and 
at the bottom it said EXTRA ADDED AT- 
TRACTION MARIE RAYMOND ACCOM 
PANIED BY AL RAYMOND AND HIS 
MELODIANS. 

Al jumped out of bed and whacked his sister 
on the back so hard she started coughing "Holy 
Cow 1 Why didn't you tell somebody?" he cried. 

• Marie poked her brother in the ribs. "Surprise," 
she said, "is the nicest part of any Christmas 
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WOUDEE HOW FEAMKBJSTEIU IS DOIWS. 
THAT BAT BEEW 8HO0LR.W//// 



WHAT DID THAT DOPE DO? he took: 
THE BOTTLE OF BEAR BgEW By 
Mistake!. 1 that's roa uibbbhatius!'. 




WHAT ARE >iOU - T >0u AIH'TA 
DOING MERE? J 6RAVE 
ROBBER, 

aze you? 



UEVER MlWD VoUE SOIL PHlEKiDS. THIS 
IS THE THICD SEAVE BOBBED THIS WEEK 
WE'RE OM THE TRAIL OF TtHE CROOKS, 
BUT WE WEED K GOOO M1SHT 
WATCHMAW HEEE. 

Vdu look: 
like you 

r-JWS PB CAM HAUDLE 
* <FHE JOB. 
\ WAWT 
IT? 




©coo 'AoeK.&oys 1 the wew class 

MEETS TO-^it3HT AMD THEEE'LL BE 
ENOUGH TO GO COOKJD. 




ATTEUTOW, GUY'S.' THE CLASS WILL * 
6EG1W. YOU DOPES A3E TOO DUMB To 
BE ADMITTED TO A^y COLLEGE, AkiD 
S'WCE YOU WAWT TO BE DOCTOR5 
I'LL TEACH YOU THE GAME. 



ySUlLL EACH GET A PACT OP THIS "\ 
BODY TAk£ YOUR SCALPELS AwD /, 
START CUTTIMG AWD MAKE MOTES. 
i ] LL BE AT5DUMD LATER TO GIVE >OU 

youe diplomas. 




FIRST WE'LL CUT OFF ThE HEAD FO; 
YOUSUV5 WHO WAWT TO BE NOSE 
EAe,AWD THROAT POCTC^S.- AMD 
OCULISTS.. AND BBAiM SPECIALISTS. 



u 






All eight, »ooc".-the games IP 1 

LAV DOWM THAT AX. AWD GET 
VOUE HAT OM 1 ! 



